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hind he had hjs eyes riveted on the folds of her dress, thinking of the way
they should be painted. Then quite suddenly the figure disappeared into
a blank wall. This was the story Rossetti loved to tell in later years with
every sort of supernatural embellishment.

More unusual was an occurrence in the studio. His bedroom was off a
gallery which ran along one side of the room and was reached by a flight
of stairs. Hearing a noise one summer night he stood at the top of these
stairs in the darkness. He could hear the beating of wings as if some creature
was attempting to take flight. Then came a rich far-off voice which filled
the place and seemed to cry: eAnima mia, anima mia!' After that all was
unusually still. It was a warm night and Watts had not been to sleep.

Nevertheless he managed to carry on with something of the bravado of
the Florentine days. Seeing a young woman in the street whom he admired
for her stately beauty he obtained an introduction and in due course the
young lady was painted. Her name was Virginia Pattle and she brought
as chaperon her sister Mrs. Prinsep, the wife of a distinguished Indian
Civil Servant. It was a momentous hour in Watts' life when Mrs. Prinsep
entered his studio and shook him by the hand. For this short, untidy,
artistic and extremely eccentric woman whom he had met so casually was
to dominate his life for the next twenty years.
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